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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Young Cockney _ DODD. 
Barnacle — — Mr. SUE T T. 
old Cockney —— Mr. FAWCETT. 
Captain Sightly Mr. BARRYMORE.' 


Priſcilla Tomboy — ME. JORDAN. 
Penelope — Mis STAGELDOIR. 
Miſs La Blo®* aka Mis BARNES, 
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SONGS, Ke. 


ACT. E 
CHORUS. 


[ ATIL London, nobleſt mart on earth, 
Unrival'd ſtill in commence reign ; | 


Whence riches, honours, arts have birth, 
And induſtry ne'er toils in vain. 


AIR, YOUNG COCKNEY, 


Come Miſs Prifly, deal ſincerely, 
Faith and troth I love you dearly ; 
Pſha! nay, never look ſo queerly, 

But at once let's kiſs and friends, 


For the future we'll endeavour, 
To deſerve each other's favour. 
Come ſhake hands—why now that's cleaver, 


And here all our quarrel ends, | | 
| An, 


* 7 1 * 2 
o . > o 


ATR, PRISCILLA. 
3 1 


Ye maidens fair come liſten to my ditty, 
And ponder well the words that I ſhall ſay ; 
A damſel once there lived in London city, 
W hoſe tender heart a young man ſtole away. 


— 
9 


5 


II . 
- 
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Her guardian croſs, wou'd fain have had her marry 
A grocer's *prentice liying in Cheapfide ; Fa 


But he with her his point could never carry; 


For ſooner than confent, ſhe would have died* | 
In. 


Ye maidens, by this damſel take example, 
And never fickle, nor falſe-hearted prove; 


; N or let. old folks on your affections trample; 


For what's the world ee to one's true love? 


FIT A 
F IR, 


ef. 


(er 


AIX PRISCILLA. 


Perhaps he may take it in dudgeon; 
So let him, a peeviſh curmudgeon. 
Egad if you mind me, 
As ſtout you ſhall find me, 571.40 
As he is bluff. | lin] 47 


The Captain has won my heart ; 
And who ſhall my humour thwart ? 
T like him, I love him, 

And fince. I approve him; 
I'll have him and that's 's rough. 


I'm fick when 1 think of your brother; 
And was there on earth ne'er another, 
He ſhould not my mind ſubdue. 
To wed him they may force me, 
But then he'll ſoon devorce me, | 
For faith he ſhall ſing cuckoo, 
Perhaps he may, &c, 45050 Da Capo. 


An, 


. 
AIR, BARNAC LE. 


You filly old aſs, 

To come to this paſs, 

At fifty yourfollies begin, you ; 
Art mad, or in drink ? 
- For my part I think 

The Devil himſelf has got in you. 


IT. 


And you Maſter Fop, 
Go, tick to your ſhop, 
And ſhew yourſelf handy and willing; 
Or elſe do you "ES 
Take this much from me, 
I'll cut you both off with a ſhilling. . 


N | 


AIR, SIGHTLY. 


Look you, Sir, your years protect you, 
No vain terrors need affe& you, 
Scorn alone from me you'll meet ; 
125 But in pity I adviſe you, | 
8 | | Leſt 


(6:19 5) 
Leſt another ſhould chaſtiſe jou, 


Learn with gentlemen to treat; 
For the lady free ſhe choſe me, 
Neither brib'd nor forc'd her voice; 
And however you oppoſe WW 


Know I dare maintain her choice. 


QUINTETTO. 


Barnacle, Sightly, Priſcilla, Young Cockney 
8 and Penelope. 


Baarnacle. 
Sirrah ! leave my houſe this minute, 
Or I'll ſend you before the Lord Mayor! 
— 
Sir, I want not to ſtay in it; 
Wherefore do you rave and ſtare ? 
Priſcilla: 
You may lock me up in priſon, 
But I mind not that a ſtraw. 
Young Cockney. 
—  Her's the fault is, more than his n. 
B Penelope, 


—_ —— —— 
* =_ 
Fa 


Marry, . you, Sir, you! 


Uncle, brother, pray withdraw. 
Barnacle, 
To bring up a romp's the devil! 
Priſcilla and Sightly, 
Did you ever ſee the like? 
Barnacle. 
Captain, pray, Sit, be ſo civil 
, Loung (pciney. 
Hold | Sir, hold! you mult | not irike. 
"Barnacle. 
Life and death, I'm out of paitence, 
And I will at nothing ſtick ;— 
So Neice, Nephew, ward, — 2 
Gad Fl play you all a trick. 


Stick at nothing.—.— a 
All. 


Pray sir, tarry ! 
What is it you mean to Jo? 
Burnacle. 3 
'Sblood, you dog, you! flut! I'll marry ! 
A. 


Barnacler 


( 1 ) 


' 1 Barnacle, 
Yes, I'll take a wife and fling you; 
Take a wife and get an heir. 
8 
Heav'n to your ſenſes bring you; 
Ah! dear guardian have a care. 


Exp or Tas Fizxsr Acr, 


A CT 


II. 


(12 7 
ACT II. 


, e 
Dear me how I long to be married, 
And in my own coach to be carried, 
Beſide me to ſee, 
How charming *twill be, 
My huſband and may be, a ſweet little baby, 
-As pretty as he. 
Already I hegr, its tongue in my ear, 
Papa ! mama! mama! papa! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha ! 


Oh graciqus, what calling! 


What ſtamping and bawling, | 

When firſt I am miſs'd by the clan ; ; 
Miſs Molly will chatter, - | 
Old Square-toes will clatter, 

But catch me again if they can. 


Dear me how I long, &c. 
QUARTETTO. 


8 Priſcilla, Young Cockney, Miſs La Bona, and 
__ Segbthy, 


5 i | |; Priſcilla. 
Get you gone, you naſty thing, you, 
Do you think I care for you? Young 


Ws. 


Dua Capo. 


6.46 ) 


Young Cockney. 
I'll go and quickly bring yon 
Thoſe ſhall- make you ſorely rue, 


And to you, Sir, I'll bring too, Sir. 


Sightly and Priſcilla. 
Who Sir ! who Sir! whe? 
Young Cockney. 
You ſhall ſee, no matter who. 
Sightly. 
If you here much longer tarry, 
.. You may chance away to carry, 
What you will not like to bear. 
Priſcilla. 
You'll get well beaten. 
Young Cockney: 
Don't you threaten. 
Priſcilla, 
Captain draw your ſword and ſwear. 
| Sight y. 
Blood and thunder ! 
Miß La Blond. 
Keep aſſunder 
. Young Cockney. 
Let him touch me if he dare. 


1 


oh. 


Priſcilla 


645 


Hriſcilla. 
Maſter Wat — I'll tell you what, 


Home you bad much better trot. , 


' Young Cockney. 
Will you come ie with me or not? 
Priſcilla. 
Trot, War ; ; I will not. 


Get you gone, you naſty thing, &c. Da Capo. 


FINALE. 


2 oung r cab. Sightly, Pri ſcilla, Ge, 


Hear city youths, this friendly rhime, 
Tis worthy well attending; 


O go not on your precious time, 


In vain delights miſpending. 
Bucks. bloods, and ſmarts reform your ways, 
Leave dancing, wenching, gaming, plays; 

Firſt get the caſh, then cut a flaſh, 
Nor be aſhamed of mending. 
„ —_ 
I have been naughty, I confeſs, 
's But now you.need not doubt it, 


a. 
*. 


C 15 ) 


- 
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I mean my follies to redreſs, 
And ſtrait will ſet about it. 
Tis modeſt ſweetneſs gives the grace, 
To birth, to fortune, and to face ; 4 
That charm ſecure will long endure, 
4 And all is vain without it, *. 
==  Priſeillg, 
And now our ſcenic taſk is done, 
This comes of courſe you know, Sirs; 
We drop the maſk off every one, 
And ſtand in ſtatue quo, Sirs ; 
Your ancient friends and ſervants we, | 0:0 
| Who humbly wait for your decree ; Ys 
One gracious ſmile to crown our toil,, 


And happy let us go, Sirs. 
FINIS. 
f o 
* * 
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